CHAPTER 137 


September 6, 2011 


“Swear to god; she just fucking picked up the guitar and said that | was supposed to 
teach her.” 


Justin and Maya were hanging around the electronics department, discussing 
various topics. Yosuke sort of came and went from time to time, joining their 
conversation where he could. Fact of the matter is, he DID have to work here too, 
even if all he really did was make sure everything was going smoothly. No 
complaints, everyone doing their job, no mass riots or protesters trying to burn the 
mall to ash. You know, the usual stuff. At the moment, he was away dealing with 
some complaints about the bathrooms or something. Since when did he become a 
janitor? No strike that; since when did people use the bathroom at fucking Junes? 
Go at home; goddamn. Public bathrooms are just the most unsanitary thing, and 
anyone who made a complaint to management about them clearly didn’t 
understand what they were diving into in the first place. If you were expecting 
rainbows to shoot out of the toilet... Well depends on whether you were at a 
bathroom in a Strip club or not. 


“We should probably stop leaving the key under the mat then.” Maya remarked 
sarcastically as the two walked, eyeing the television sets as they walked. How 
anyone could afford a television this big, Maya would never know. Even the one that 
Justin had at home was only a small television; like the ones that were actually 
shaped like a box and not a piece of paper. You know; the clunky big ones that they 
had in the 90’s? Yeah, those. Not that Maya was complaining; compared to what 
she had, that small little television was more than plenty. Justin shrugged a bit. He 
didn’t think that was necessary. Unless Yu decided to open his big fat mouth, Marie 
wouldn’t know where he lived. Unless she was some sort of super secret spy in the 
CIA tracking his every movement, in which case, he was SO fucked. Not that Justin 
doubted someone somewhere was doing that. His father WAS in the FBI after all; 
seemed kind of strange to just let the kid of the radar like that. Unless he never left 
the radar at all. Overly paranoid? Perhaps. But Justin would rather be paranoid than 
dead. “Hey, you mind giving me a hand? | have to move one of these televisions out 
and replace it with one of the newer models.” 


“Move- They expect you to move one of these things? They’re huge!” Justin shouted 
with shock. He wasn’t even sure two people could lift one of these things. And then 
it slowly started to dawn upon Justin. There were only two more people working in 
this department of Junes. Those two girls that were always talking shit about Maya. 
From what he had heard, they barely showed up to work anyway. Which meant... 
She probably had to his by herself more often than not. That just wasn’t right. Justin 
doubted she even had the strength to do it. “No one helps you with these?” Justin 


questioned after a moment. Maya sighed with disappointment, positioning herself 
towards one end of the television placing her hands a long it’s edge. 


“Not really. Yosuke helps me with the heavier ones when he can, but that’s about 
it...” Maya sighed. She really had a hard time with these on her own. She was just 
one person after all, and a small-framed person at that. If it wasn’t for the fact that 
she could go into televisions, she’d be afraid of getting smashed to bits one day 
from dropping a television. Nah, she’d just end up getting flung into the television 
world. It did mean she had to be very careful about the way she held the television 
though. If her thumb touched the screen at all, it would just faze through to the 
other side. And that could be disastrous if anyone noticed. In a way, it was a good 
thing she never got help moving the televisions around from anyone other than 
Yosuke. If she slipped up... well... There’d be a lot of explaining to do. Justin sighed 
holding his breath as he positioned his hands along the television screen as well. 


“On the count of three... One, tw-oofh. | said three dammittttt...” Justin’s voice 
quivered as Maya lifted the television up before the cue. He wasn’t prepared for 
that, and as a result, all the weight of the television pressed right up against him. It 
was a wonder he hadn’t turned into a human pancake. Maya grimaced slightly with 
shame and embarrassment. She didn’t mean to jump the gun like that; she just had 
a nasty habit of taking ‘on three,’ as ‘three, two, one.’ Which was the EXACT 
opposite of what was supposed to happen. When she heard one, she thought she 
missed something and picked up the television anyway. 


“S-Sorry; misheard.” Maya stuttered, face red with embarrassment, eyes averted 
from the sight of Justin cowering under the weight of the television, trying to lift if 
up. He was a pretty scrawny guy after all, so it took him a bit to get the television 
back up to where it should have been. He breathed out with relief as he managed to 
finally level the television at chest level. He really should go lift weights or 
something, because that was painful. Partially because of the curvature of his spine, 
partially because the television just sort of got dropped on him unexpectedly. The 
two nodded before slowly walking away with the television and back towards the 
storage room to put this baby away. 


“Still having problems with those two bitches?” Justin questioned as the carried it, 
his voice strained by the apparent duress carrying around this thing. It was no 
secret that Justin was no athlete, but what wasn’t common knowledge was to just 
what extent he wasn’t an athlete. This was KILLING him right now. Like, wouldn’t be 
able to walk for a week kind of killing him. He could punch, he could kick; but 
anything more on the physical activity trail, and he’d be on the floor gasping for air. 
Maya shrugged her shoulders the best she could from her current position. 


“They don’t work enough for them to really get to me.” Maya burned the two. Justin 
couldn’t help but chuckle a bit. That sure as hell was one way of looking at it. Still, 
he was worried about Maya. She didn’t deny that they were still doing this shit, 


which meant they probably were. And even having to deal with that shit for five 
minutes a day is five minutes too much. “Honestly, | don’t even care. No one here 
likes those two anyway. I’ve got nothing to fear about them spreading rumors.” She 
continued, a small grin sweeping across her face. Truth be told, they weren’t all bad 
rumors anyway. Sure, she wasn’t a fan of being called Saki 2.0, and sure, there was 
nothing between her and Yosuke, but... Wouldn’t it be nice to just pretend there 
was? Just a little while longer? 


Justin shrugged as they continued waddling their way to the back room. There were 
a few complications, namely the part where Maya had forgotten to open the door to 
the backroom before they had their hands full. There was a bit of an awkward 
shuffle there where Maya tried to maintain her grip on the television while leaning 
back to twist the door knob. It took a good five minutes for her to get it, and by that 
point, Justin’s knees were giving out, eyes wide with pain as he tried to stop the 
television from pounding him into the dirt. It wasn’t long after that that Maya and 
Justin successfully deposited the television in its respective storage slot. Justin 
practically collapsed to the ground with wear as he pushed the television onto the 
shelf, exhausted from the effort. And he still had to help Maya drag the replacement 
out; God help them all. Justin flipped some hair out of his eyes as he sat down, 
leaning his back against the shelves behind him. Maya soon followed his lead. She 
needed a break anyway, and if anyone objected... Well maybe they should tell 
those other two to actually show up to work for once instead. That’s probably why 
she got away with taking as many breaks as she did; because she actually 
WORKED. That and she was friends with the manager’s son. That probably helped. 


“So... Big trip’s coming up, huh?” Maya remarked semi-sadly as the two sat there, 
leaning the inventory. In a way, it was kind of nostalgic. Reminded her about 
leaning against the dumpster in the alley, passing smokes back and forth as they 
talked about music and how much they hated their teachers. She kind of missed it 
in a way; not because they didn’t talk about that shit now... Well, they kind of didn’t 
what with Maya not going to school anymore... No, she just missed the days where 
there were no worries in the world. Now they had bills to pay, work to do, and 
occasionally murders to solve. It wasn’t quite the same as worrying about 
midterms... Maybe she just missed school. She wanted to go back, really she did. 
But they couldn’t afford it. 


“It’s going to be such a pain. Why do we even need to go sleep at some hotel just to 
go to another fucking school?” Justin sighed slightly pissed off by this entire thing. 
The preparations he had to make just to go to school were absolutely ridiculous. Not 
to mention he just hated hotels. Couldn’t sleep. Kind of like when he first came to 
live here in Inaba. He was a little paranoid about sleeping somewhere other than his 
home, and at the time his house in Inaba really wasn’t his HOME persay; just his 
residence. Huge difference. Maya dug around in her pockets before grabbing a hold 
of her lighter and cigarettes. There weren’t any security cameras back here, so this 
was really the only place she could smoke while she was on the clock. Why were 


there no security cameras here? Because the management was full of a bunch of 
idiots... She probably shouldn’t say that considering Yosuke’s father was the 
manager. She lit one up before taking a drag, smoke flowing from the cracks of her 
mouth. Justin just groaned a bit. This was driving him crazy watching her light one 
up in front of him. He could feel the sweat dripping from the palms of his hands. 
Was it so hard for her NOT to smoke in front of him? Of course, she needed it just as 
much as he did at this point; so for her to just say ‘not in front of Justin’... Well, it 
wouldn’t work. 


“I think I'd rather be there than here.” Maya remarked a certain longing in her 
voice. Justin twisted his head to the side slightly, a little confused by the tone in her 
voice. He wasn’t sure about what part of this trip seemed so enthralling to her; it all 
sounded so terrible. Of course, it wasn’t so much the trip itself that had been 
tantalizing Maya as it was... well... The trip. She didn’t want to be here all alone 
while everyone else was having fun. She just didn’t want to be alone period. She 
had been there, done that, and she had no intention of repeating history. “I wish | 
could come with you guys...” She sighed taking another puff off the smoke 
inbetween her fingers. 


“Trust me, you don’t want to come. It’s going to be boring.” Justin tried to calm her 
nerves. He could tell she really did want to come, but there was just no way. Best 
he could figure, he just need to dwindle any desire she had to come on this trip. 
Maya just shook her head though. This wasn’t about being boring or being fun. She 
could live with boring. She didn’t think she could live by herself. Not again anyway. 
And even though it was only going to be two days, she couldn’t help but feel her 
heart splinter at the thought of being by herself again. Was it so much to ask just to 
be with her friends? It would be boring... But then, most of what they did anyway 
was boring. Sitting there talking about shit that didn’t matter, jabbing at each 
other... Not very exciting now that she thought about it. But it was the act of doing 
it with your companions that made it exciting. 


“.,.Hey, what if | borrowed Chie’s uniform again? No one seemed to notice | didn’t 
go to school there last time.” Maya spoke up, proposing her shitty plan of trying to 
stowaway on the bus. Justin just shook his head, a somewhat disappointed 
expression on his face. He wasn’t sure if it was the fact that Maya wanted to go or if 
she was just afraid not to. It’s not like they weren’t going to come back, and it was 
only for a few days. Maya could tell he was disappointed to, her gleaming eyes soon 
fading to dullness, her eyes aimed towards toward the ground, and then eventually 
her head. “I’m sorry... | just...” 


“Don’t worry about it. | understand.” Justin cut her off, reassuringly waving his 
hand as though to wipe away the worries that were bussing around her head. Maya 
just shook her head though. He didn’t understand. He didn’t get it. He didn’t know 
what it was like to have to leave behind your friends and family, and to have others 
ripped violently out of your grip. You could never truly hold on to them. If you 


clinged tight, it only made it hurt more when they were eventually pulled out of 
your reach. And no matter what you did, you could never stop them from leaving... 
At most you could hope to follow them where they went. 


“No... No, you really don’t.” She sighed, tapping the tip of her cigarette to discard of 
the ashes. She really should have found something to tap the ashes into instead of 
on the floor, but honestly, she didn’t give a fuck. Worse came to worse, Yosuke 
could cover for her... Not that she expected him to, but she was pretty sure he 
understood. It kind of pissed Justin off a bit that everyone was okay with her 
smoking, but when he did it OH NO, YOU’RE GONNA FUCK EVERYONE’S LIFE UP, 
YOU ASSHOLE! 


“No really, | do. Don’t forget what | was like when you first met me.” Justin 
remarked, pointing at her as though ordering her not to forget. She laughed a bit, 
much to Justin’s bewilderment. That was meant to say ‘hey been there done that,’ 
not ‘oh yeah, Justin was laughable as twelve year old.’ All the same, she laughed, a 
smile creeping across her face once more. She never really knew Justin as much of 
a loner, save for the fact that he sat alone at lunch. At least, until she invited him 
over to the lunch table with all of her friends... That table lost people really quickly. 
As time went on though, it became increasingly clear that Justin was a bit of a social 
outcast. So was he alone? She didn’t know. She'd like to say no. After all, he had 
her, right...? 


“Maybe you're right... I just... Just need to tough it out.” Maya sighed, nodding her 
head a bit as though to confirm her own statement. Justin smiled a bit at her before 
extending his arm to place his hand on her shoulder in a reassuring touch. She 
smiled a bit, cheeks grown slightly red. She was starting to remember why she had 
fallen in love with him all those years ago. He always knew just what to say. Unless 
you were a cop at least. In which case, fuck if he Knew how to act. You’d think he 
would know how to interact with law officials better given that his father was a cop. 
Or at the very least, he wouldn’t give them back talk given how deathly afraid of his 
father he was. Maybe he was just afraid of saying something to his father, so he 
said it to every other cop. Minus Adachi, strangely enough. Though... Now that Maya 
thought about it, Adachi did look a lot like a younger version of Justin’s father. She 
couldn’t help but wonder if there was a connection. “Thanks Justin.” 


“Don’t thank me; | only told you what you already knew.” Justin dismissed her 
thanks, rubbing at the back of his head. He was smiling though. Because as much 
as he hated getting thanked for anything, he wasn’t entirely opposed to flattery. 
Certainly made him feel better about himself anyway. Maya shook her head though. 
Justin didn’t give himself enough credit. 


“Yeah well, | dropped out of the 8th grade. | don’t exactly know much.” Maya 
admitted slightly embarrassed. She wasn’t exactly book smart for that reason. Also 
because she spent more time smoking in the alley than she did actually studying. 


She was about an average student. Justin shook his head and chuckled a bit. She 
was smart in more important ways than knowing when the Alamo was. 


“I'd take life lessons over Knowing when George Washington fucked the British over 
any day of the week.” Maya passed him a slight ‘you serious?’ look. Not necessarily 
because he was wrong, but he was very oddly aggressive towards the notion of 
George Washingiton beating the British at their own game. Probably because he 
was British himself. Like | said, he was much more proud of being an Englishman 
than he was American. It was no secret to Maya that Justin was British; he was a lot 
worse at hiding it from people back then. Not that he really NEEDED to hide it, but 
he was oddly insistent about trying to hide the fact from people. 


“You're still mad about that?” 
“We British folk have been known to harbor a long grudge.” 


“Pretty sure that’s just you.” 


